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the pursuit. They were followed only reluctantly. From
time to time shots were fired at them from a considerable1
distance, then at last the soldiers abandoned the chase
completely.
" We must water the horses ; there's a pond over there/'
Sterladnikov said, pointing with his whip to the blue surface-
of a steppe pond in the distance.
Now they were riding at a fast walking pace, closely
examining every ravine and hollow they came to, trying
to take cover in the uneven folds of the steppe.
They watered their horses and set off again, at first
at a walking pace, then at a trot. At noon they halted
to feed the horses on the slope of a deep ravine which cut
right across the steppe. Fomin ordered Kosheliov to climb
a nearby moun'd on foot, to lie down there and keep watch.
In the event of horsemen appearing anywhere on the
steppe he was to give warning and run immediately to the
horses.
Gregor hobbled his mount, turned it loose to graze, and
lay down not far off, choosing a dry spot on the slope of
the ravine.
Here, on the sunny side of the ravine, the young grass
was taller and thicker. The vapid exhalation of the black,
sunwarmed earth could not stifle the finer perfume of the
fading steppe violets. They were growing on a piece of
abandoned fallow, making their way between the dry,
stalks of harts-clover, spreading in a colourful pattern
over the edges of the former field bounds, and even on
the flintily hard virgin soil their blue, childishly clean eyes
looked out on the world from the withered last-year grass.
The violets had lived their appointed time in this lonely
and spacious steppe, and in their place, on the slope of
the ravine marvellously brilliant tulips were already rising,
lifting their crimson, white and yellow chalices to the sun,
while the wind blended the varied perfumes of the flowers
and carried them far over the steppe.
Over the steep rubble of the northern slope, shadowed
by cliffs, still lay coalesced strata of snow, streaming with
moisture. A chill arose from the snow, but this chill still
further accentuated the perfume of the fading violets, faint
and mournful as the memory of something precious and
long since past.